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blank verse. I can count on one hand the dramatists who have learned that trick of mirroring character — mental status — etc., in the movement of a blank verse line. Your Marlowe is a woman's Marlowe, but all the better for that. He is what he ought to have been and perhaps essentially was, underneath, though I doubt if he found it out — probably went to the dogs for not finding it out. Your Alison is a man's Alison, and all the better for that! (Only a man would never call her "the Little Quietude," and I wish you had n't. I know I 'm a brute for not liking that and the "shrine" business, but I don't.) But all the figures are greatly energized — snap fire when you touch them — and Marlowe is full of those brave translunary things that the first poets had. By all the Muses, we shall have an American drama yet, and it will date from Marlowe: a Play.
I have been living in a night-mare since I got here, and have seen no one. The strain is nearly over, and I am beginning to remember once more that this world is after all a real world, full of such good things as friends and friendly talk. I am coming out to see you in a day or two, and you must n't shut the door on me because my manners
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